FOREWORD
TRADITION has long presented two pictures of Goethe to the
general reader. The first is that of the young poet who burst upon
eighteenth-century Germany with ebullient lyrics pouring from
his heart, who wrenched from his soul the tragic story of the love-
sick, world-weary Werther, and who carried in his pocket the
beginnings of what was to become one of humanity's most prized
possessions, the unique poem, symbolic both in its comedy and
its tragedy, of Faust's wager with the Devil and its poignant first-
fruits in the pitiful fate of Gretchen. Perceptibly the portrait
changes. The emotional fires have died down, and in a mansion
at Weimar, surrounded by cold marble statuary, there presides a
revered old sage absorbed in the abstractions of philosophic and
scientific thought, the precipitate of which is to be found in the
chemico-psychological sexual relationships of the Elective Affinities,
the Utopian didacticism of Wilhelm Meister, and the esoteric
mysteries of the later Faust.
This dual picture is all too simple, and since there is no writer in
the whole of world literature whose life, thoughts and emotional
impulses are more fully documented, it is a matter for wonder
that such a richly endowed personality should, until submitted to
the more analytical study of recent years, have appeared in two
such irreconcilable aspects. The structure of Goethe's personality
was complex in both youth and age. In his early dramas he re-
vealed the conflict widiin himself between the surge of feeling
and the dictate of reason. Even now it is not altogether clear what
upheaval of the spirit moved Goethe in his late thirties to snap the
link that bound him to Weimar and Charlotte von Stein and sent
him packing off to Italy. He was sixty-six years of age when his
love for Marianne von Willemer inspired him to produce, in
collaboration with her, the poetry of the Buch Sukika of the
West-ostlicher Divan. He was seventy-four when out of his
hopeless passion for the nineteen-year-old Ulrike von Levetzowhe
wrote the deeply-moving Marienbader Elegie* Clearly the *c Olym-
pian serenity" of the aged seer masked fires that smouldered